I had a dream the other night I came to understand, 

A figure walking through the mist, a flintlock in his hand. 

His clothes were tom and dirty, he stood there by my bed. 

He took off his three-cornered hat. and speaking low he said. 

We fought a revolution, to secure our liberty, 

We wrote the Constitution, as a shield from tyranny. 

To future generations this legacy we gave. 

To the land of the free and the home of the brave. 

Che freedom we secured for you we hoped you'd always keep. 

But tyrants labored tirelessly while you were asleep. 

Your freedom gone — your courage lost — you're no more than a slave, 
In the land of the free and the home of the brave. 

})ou buy permits to travel, and permits to own a gun. 

Permits to start a business, or to build a place for one. 

On property you thought you owned you pay a yearly rent. 

Though you have no say in how the money's spent. 

}?our children go to public schools that do not educate, 

Your moral values can't be taught, according to the state. 

You read the so-called news in a very biased press, 

You pay a tax you do not owe. to please the IRS. 

}?our money is no longer of silver or of gold. 

You trade your wealth for paper, so your life can be controlled. 

You underwrite the crimes from which our Nation turns in shame, 
You've taken satan's number, as you've traded in your name. 

^uVe given government control to those who do you harm. 

To men who bum down churches, and steal the family farm. 

They keep our country deep in debt, put men of God in jail, 

Harass your fellow countrymen, while corrupted courts prevail. 

your public servants don't uphold the solemn oath they've sworn. 

Your daughters visit doctors so their children won't be bom. 

Your leaders ship artillery, and guns to foreign shores. 

And send your sons to slaughter fighting other people's wars. 

Can you regain the freedom for which we fought and died? 

Or do you lack the courage, and the faith to stand with pride? 

Are there any values which you'll fight to save? 

Or will you let your children live in fear as a slave? 

Sons of the Republic, arise and take a stand! 

Defend the Constitution, the law of our land. 

Preserve our great Republic, and every God-given right! 

Pray to God to keep the torch of freedom burning bright. 

JTs I awoke he vanished, in the mist from whence he came, 

His words were true, we are not free, we have ourselves to blame. 

For even now as tyrants trample each and every right 
We only watch and tremble -- too afraid to stand and fight. 
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For information please visit the 
websites of the 

New Jersey 
Committee of Safety 

(www.committee.org/njcos) 

and the 

New Jersey Militia 


If he stood by your bedside, in a dream, while you're asleep. 
And asked what is left of the rights he fought to keep. 

What would be your answer, if he called out from the grave, 
Is this the land of the free and the home of the brave? 


(www.njmilitia.org) 
or call 609 654-8326. 
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B n December 26, 1776, dawn in 
Trenton came in the midst of a 
driving storm of snow and rain which 
had been raging nearly all night. After 
having passed a festive evening on 
December 25, the jovial Hessian com- 
mander, Colonel Rail, it seemed, was 
intending to begin the following day 
with the not unaccustomed luxury of a 
long morning sleep. 

|Sis chief subordinate. Major von 
UUSDechow was apparently in a 
similarly relaxed holiday mood. Even 
the Jager post stationed at General 
Dickinson's house some distance from 
the village up the river road caught the 
pleasant infection of the season and 
confined its patrolling to a detachment 
of three men. After all, it was a holi- 
day; and in such blustering weather 
what was there to fear from the half- 
naked Continentals huddling beyond 
the swirling Delaware and its drifting 
cakes of ice? 


B he Christmas atmosphere had 
been jarred when a picket of six- 
teen men stationed just outside the 
town on the Pennington road was 
fired upon by a wandering party of 
Americans. The attackers, however, 
withdrew quickly into the woods, 
leaving no trace, and Rail dismissed 
the affair as of no importance. 


■ eanwhile, throughout that long, 
cold night, Glover's regiment of 
Marblehead fishermen had battled the 
swift current of the Delaware, the 
floating cakes of ice, the high wind 
and the driving snow to transport 
Washington's force — perhaps 2400 
strong — with its horses and artillery 
from Pennsylvania to New Jersey. 
Chilled and weary, but grimly deter- 
mined, the Americans had begun their 
advance from McConkey's Ferry at 
about four o'clock in the morning; and 
at eight o'clock, marching in two 
columns along the river road and the 


Pennington road, they arrived at the 
Hessian outposts. 

| he men who had passed so dis- 
b agreeable a night were in no 
mood for trifling. Fiercely they swept 
back into the town the little picket and 
two other outlying detachments sta- 
tioned nearby. Before they had time to 
organize any resistance, the American 
forces deployed across the road lead- 
ing to Princeton and New Brunswick, 
and extending themselves to the bank 
of Assanpink Creek, cut off retreat to 
the northward. At almost the same 
time, the column on the river road, 
commanded by General Sullivan, bore 
down upon the Jager outpost, and 
drove this detachment 
back to Trenton and 
across the one 
bridge span- 
ning Assanpink 
Creek at the 
southern end of 
the village. After 
a sharp fight in 
the town, part of 
Sullivan's force 
crossed the bridge 
and set up a bat- 
tery of artillery 
on the heights 
beyond the creek, 
where it effectual- 
ly intercepted any 
retreat along the 
road to 
Burlington. 

■ eanwhile the 
Hessians in 
the town were 4 
thrown into 
the greatest confusion. Rail attempted 
to assemble his troops, but a battery of 
American artillery which had been 
placed at the northern end of the vil- 
lage began to rake the two principal 
streets. Rail's men, demoralized by 
the strain of the recent weeks and by 
the suddenness of the assault, 
responded but half heartedly; and the 
Americans, in a fierce charge, captured 
the only two Hessian cannon which 
had been brought into play and forced 
the enemy out of the village to the low 
grounds bordering Assanpink Creek. 

from this point the Hessians 
I made a desperate counter-attack 
upon the village; but the American 



marksmen, now sheltered in houses 
and behind fences, shot through the 
flying snow and rain and the drifting 
smoke of battle with deadly effect. 

Rail ordered his men to retreat to an 
orchard near the creek; but before this 
movement was completed he fell from 
his horse, mortally wounded. 

■ ith their commander removed 
from action and their force near- 
ly encircled, the von Lossberg and Rail 
regiments had no choice but to surren- 
der. At almost the same time the third 
regiment, that of Knyphausen, which 
had been fighting at the southern end 
of the village, was captured while 
making a vain attempt to escape across 
the Assanpink. The short battle was 
over, and one of the most important 
British outposts had fallen with but 
feeble resistance into the hands of the 
despised Americans. 

B ore than 900 Hessians, officers 
and men, were made prisoners 
either at the surrender or in a later 
search of the village; and 106 had been 
killed or wounded in the engagement. 
Only about 400 of the garrison escaped 
capture. In contrast, the losses of the 
Americans, according to Washington, 
were "very inconsiderable, not more 
than a private or two killed" and a few 
men wounded. The cost of their victo- 
ry did not become apparent until after 
the chilled and exhausted troops had 
returned to the Pennsylvania shore; on 
the next day, it is said, over a thousand 
of them were reported unfit for duty. 

B rior to the battle, a Hessian offi- 
cer wrote that his men "were so 
frightened when they were to patrol 
that hardly any of them were willing 
to venture it without infantry, for they 
never went out patrolling without 
being fired upon, or having one 
wounded or even shot dead." 

H mong the many factors which 
entered into Washington's victo- 
ry of December 26, not the least impor- 
tant was the constant harrying tactics 
of the militia and irregulars, which 
succeeded in unnerving Rail's soldiers. 




